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GALAHAD 


We have many heroes who come to us from the dim past, but none 
of them stands out as Sir Galahad. We are not quite sure that there 
was a man by that name; however, let it be sufficient that we have the 
story of Galahad. What were the characteristics that made him stand 
out above all other men? He sought the Holy Grail and found it. 
Other men sought it also, but to them it was very far away. Galahad 
had a great purpose and he would let nothing small or selfish come 
into his life to dim that purpose. He was brave, with a courage which 
nothing could daunt. He was true, in that none could swerve him from 
the Right. He was pure, in that he followed the great Ideal and 
found it. 

Today we are looking out on the world much as Galahad looked. 
We, too, have something to find. We may not ride about on a white 
steed, but we can be like Galahad. His secret is ours. He had a great 
purpose of which he never lost sight. He sought the highest—sought 
it by the noblest means—and found it. We still can use his weapons 
of courage, truth, and purity. If we always use these weapons, when 
we get to the end of the road we shall have that peace which passeth 
a'l understanding, and men will say of us, as of Galahad : 

‘‘His streneth is as the strength of ten 
Because his heart is pure.’’ 


| 


—EKlinor Kinsman, ’29 
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OUR FUTURE 


Commencement season arrives. We lay aside our ‘‘well-used’’ 
books, to enjoy for the last time the company and friendship of our 
classmates. 

All this is past and we have bidden farewell. Our class members 
are scattered to the ‘‘four winds.’’ Many have found positions and 
are busily engaged in bearing the responsibility of their own support; 
many are spending a happy, restful vacation in preparation for future 
years at college and other institutions. All are looking toward that 
broad, deep, and unknown future which holds everything for us: hope 
and disappointment, failure and success. 

Our ships have set sail. What course will they follow? 

—Hilda MackKeen, ’29 


THE TEN-CENT-A-WEEK PLAN 


The Student Body has voted to carry out a new plan next year 
in regard to dues and the privileges of its members. Instead of five 
eents a week, the dues will be ten cents. Admission to all athletic 
wames will be free to the members, and the Sachem will automatically 
come into their possession as long as their dues are paid. The more 
intimate acquaintance with the Sachem will help to stimulate interest 
in the school. The admission to all games will tend to gain more gen- 
eral support of school athletics. Perhaps it will help to establish a much 
longed-for cheering squad. Some of the best schools about us are 
using this general plan of dues for their Student Body. Why not be 
among the best? —Raymond Gerrior, ’29 


SENIORS 


S—for success after long years of strife. 
E—for experience we’ve gained in this life. 
N—for notoriety that each Senior enjoys. 
I—for our innocence after much noise. 
O—for opportunity; we’ve each had our share. 
Rt—for reward for ousting despair. 
S—for sincerity of each Senior word, 

When telling a Freshie to be seen and not heard. 

Wee e290 
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“THE DOGS DO BARK”’ 


Characters: Pierette, Pierrot, a Peasant Woman. 

Scene: Interior of a cottage which has a low ceiling with dark oak 
cbeams; there is a settle by the hearth; on a brown shelf are blue plates, 
a clock with painted flowers, and shining copper pans. A young and 
comely peasant woman is moving restlessly about, tidying the already 
spotless kitchen. 

Enter Pierette, dancing on the tips of tiny silver-shod feet. 

Pierette (politely) : How-do-you-do ? 

Peasant Woman (doubtfully) : You’re one of them. 

Pierette: Yes. 

Peasant Woman (slowly): I’ve a mind to leave this place and go 
with you. 

Pierette (pointing to a row of little crusty loaves on the table) : 
I should like to bake loaves like that. 

Peasant Woman (wistfully) : I would rather dance. 

Pierette (wearily) : I’m so tired. Will you let me stay ? 

Peasant Woman (half fearfully) : Will you let me go? 

The two stare at each other as if afraid. Pierette fastens her feath- 
ery ruff about the young woman’s neck. The latter gives Pierette her 
rough brown kercheef. 

Peasant Woman: I’m free! I can go! (She goes out.) 

Pierette: I’ve a home! 

Prerette lights the fire, draws the table near, and spreads a blue 
cloth over it. She sets two blue cups and two blue plates on the table. 
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Then she puts the kettle on the hob, singing: 
There’s a kettle on the hob 
And a fire on the hearth 
In the httle brown cottage 
At the end of the path. 

Pierette then brings several articles from the larder in the rear and 
puts them on the table. She disappears for a moment, returning with 
a bunch of lavender which she puts ina brown jug in the center of the 
table. 

Pierette: Now, if Pierrot would only come! How surprised he 
would be! 

Pierrot enters, singing. 

Home is the sailor, home from the sea, 
‘And I am home from the Fair. 

(He breaks off to kiss Prerette. Then:) Why how now, Pierette? 
This is home! But where’s the brown hen? I didn’t see her out in the 
yard when I came in. There should be a brown hen, you know, and she 
should lay us two speckled eggs for our supper. 

Pierette (laughing happily) : No, you dear foolish Pierrot. It was 
a speckled hen, and she laid us two brown eggs. See. (She holds out 
a smooth brown egg im each hand). Come, do sit down and be patient 
for just one tiny minute. Supper wi!l be ready as soon as I have cooked 
these. There, they’re all cooked. Now we’ll eat. 

Pierrot (reverently, with bowed head) : 

For lavender in a brown jug, 
And Pierette in a brown kerchief, 
And us in a brown cottage, 

I thank Thee, God! 

When supper is over, they sit on the settle before the fire, hand in 
hand. The only light comes from the fire. 

Pierette: We will not take the road any more. 

Pierrot: We will not take the road any more. 

All is quiet till suddenly the sounds of the Faw on the move are 
heard from the distance. Pipes call msistently. Ponies’ feet clatter, 
clatter, clatter over cobble stones. 

Pierrot and Pierette (/ogether) : Goodby little brown cottage, and 
little brown jug, and little brown kerchief, goodby. (They vanish into 
the dusk together, going out through the door at the right.) 
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The Peasant Woman enters, limping and weeping softly. She 
kneels by the fire and holds her hands toward the blaze. Through her 
sobs she cries, I’m home again! I’m home! 

[Adapted from *‘The Dogs Do Bark,’’ a short story by Frances 
Taylor. | —Frances Warren, ’29 


AT DAWN 
The sun rises slowly from a bank of mist, 
And from a tangled mass of foliage 
Comes a band of happy creatures. 
Elves there are, and fairies, too; 
And as they dance on the velvety pathway, 
Winged musicians from the boughs above 
Make joyful harmonies for the measured 
Steps of those below. 
But hark! Mortals are rising from their sleep! 
How tiny feet scamper to hiding places 
To rest until another dawn! 

—Cecilia Paradis, ’31 


NIGHT VOICKHS 
Through the darkness all around 
You can hear them, if you try— 
Little birdlets’ sleepy ery, 

Insects crawling on the ground; 
Sounds of sighing through the trees 
Swayed by gentle evening breeze; 
Crickets chirping, katy’s call— 
Evening voices, one and all. 


Listen! Hear the small stream running, 
Its sweet notes the silence breaking. 
Here the frogs, a new song making; 
There the lover grouse is drumming. 
Listen, and you’ll love them all, 
Ringing through the evening’s pall, 
Till at last your heart rejoices 
With the singing of night voices. 
Mary McGuire, ’29 
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me BIT OF POSSIBLE HISTORY FOR 1929 

Dolly Winston was visiting her oldest sister, Helen, in New Hamp- 
shire; for Jack, her husband, thinking that she needed a rest, had sent 
her away for a two weeks’ stay. The first week she really had enjoyed 
but she knew that she never could stand a second one away from Jack. 
(They had been married only two years.) 

While Dolly was helping her sister with the washing on Monday, 
she told her that although she had enjoyed her visit, she really felt as 
if she ought to go home Tuesday. She was so afraid Jack would forget 
about the laundry and so forth! With a sweet and understanding 
sisterly hug, Helen told Dolly to do just as she thought would be best. 

Tuesday morning found Dolly trim and chic in her blue ensemble, 
boarding the train for Martinville while she waved a hurried good-bye 
to Helen and the children. As she walked down the aisle of the Pull- 
man, many glances of approval were cast upon her. With a sigh of 
contentment she snuggled down into the seat, happy with the thought 
of returning to her own little home. 

Three hours later she was hurrying along the main street of Mar- 
tinville. A frown clouded her face. The stores were closed and people 
whom she knew walked right by her without a glance. What could 
be the matter? She hastened home. Oh! what a deserted-looking 
house! She only hoped and prayed that Jack was there. 

She was running up the flower-bordered path to the back door, 
when a window was raised and Jack could be seen leaning out. ‘‘ Hey! 
Dolly,’’ he yelled, ‘‘don’t you dare come into this house. Do you 
hear me?”’ 

Dolly, after recovering from the shock, replied, ‘‘Just what do you 
mean by yelling at me in such a rowdy manner and forbidding me to 
enter my own house?’’ 

‘Wait a minute, Dolly, calm yourself. Do you want the whole 
neighborhood out here?’’ | 

“‘T don’t care. Hurry up with your explanation.’’ 

““Tyon’t tell me you don’t know!”’ 

‘‘Oh! you are horrid. I shall go home to my mother.’’ 

‘““That’s a good idea, very fine. I was going to suggest that, if 
you’d give a fellow a chance.”’ 

At these last words Dolly broke into sobs such as only broken- 
hearted young wives are capable of giving. 
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By a stroke of good luck it happened to be Officer Murdock’s turn 
to patrol the district of those unfortunate individuals quarantined 
with smallpox. As his motorcycle came around the corner, a grin 
spread over the knit brows of Jack, and once more he spoke to Dolly. 
‘Oh, Dolly, don’t ery any more. Murdock ean explain it all to you.”’ 


—CCwendolyn Hill, ’30 


A NIGHT ATTACK 

The air was thick and hot; the heavens cloudy, menacing, fore- 
warning some terrible event about to descend upon humanity at large 
and especially upon one Miss Fortune, an old disheartened maid, who 
had directed many a campaign against the bloodthirsty villains who 
even now could be heard planning their future movements to crush 
her spirit. 

It was ten o’clock. Miss Fortune retired to her room. One of 
the villains who were’ shadowing her sped swiftly away to his chief 
and delivered the news. 

Much exeitement followed and the final plans of action were 
laid out. These were as follows: When the hour of midnight ap- 
proached, they would steal as noiselessly as possible across the room 
until the barricade which enveloped Miss Fortune was reached, and 
they would then start working their way inside. Here they would 
remain until Miss Fortune snored once, and then they would rush for 
her blood. To be successful meant revenge for the deaths of numerous 
re atives. So with these orders firmly fixed in their heads, the brigade 
waited for the fateful hour of twelve. 

The hour arrived, and with two or three sharp calls the brigade 
was off. They advanced cautiously until the barrier was reached. They 
worked tirelessly until it was broken—they were now in ‘‘No Man’s 
Land.’’ Suddenly the silence of the room was broken by a faint sound 
which grew louder and louder till the house seemed to shake. It was 
the awaited snore. Then all was again silent. 

The war was on. Steel-like tongues pierced the old woman’s body 
in a thousand places. For three whole minutes the brigade was allowed 
to go unmolested, and then the victim awoke. A wild turmoil fol- 
lowed. The brigade hastily retreated. The old maid reached for her 
fly-swatter, but was unable to catch a single one of that famous brigade. 
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Thus goes the story of the successful maneuvers of the Mosquito 
Brigade launched against Miss Fortune. But the sting of the con- 
querors lingers on. 

—-Hllsworth Beckman, ’30 


RECHIVING A PACKAGE 


The Boynton family, ten children and their parents, were expect- 
ing a package from some relatives. They were all excited. The mail- 
box was a little way from the house, and the path that led to it was 
worn from daily trampings. Harry Boynton, a lad of ten years, was 
one of its most frequent visitors; also his older brother, John. 

One afternoon when all hope had been given up of receiving the 
package, it came. Harry, who was feeding the cows, let the tin fall on 
the bull, which began bellowing. John, doing some carpentering, threw 
his hammer at the pig, which began squealing. So with the bellow- 
ing of a bull and squealing of a pig mingled with the shouts of the 
children, the package was opened. The children were in such a hurry 
that they cut the rope which afterward Harry said would be just the 
thing for playing ‘‘Cowboys and Indians.’’ 

John tried on a suit but it was too small, a little tight around the 
shoulders. 

‘*Tt’ll just fit me,’’ shouted Harry. So it was tried on Harry but 
it was much too large. 

John said, ‘‘Mother, it looks better on me.’ 

‘‘He’ll ruin it, but I might grow to fill it up,’’ said Harry. 

While the quarrel was waging, Clara looked more closely at the 
suit. ‘‘It’s got moth holes all over it,’’ she said. 

The rest of the paraphernalia was nothing but useless things, 
such as moth-eaten scarfs, ‘‘holey’’ gloves and mittens, and all kinds 
of threads and twines mixed up so that even a fairy’s wand could not 
straighten them out. 

‘*And after all that excitement, all we got was a bushel of rags. 
It’s just like those city relations. They think we wear these things 
out here,’’ said Harry. 

‘Well, anyway we can make rag rugs, can’t we, Mother?’’ hope- 
fully suggested Clara. —Hazel Fowler, ’32 


? 
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TRANSITION 


The day was unbearably hot. Out in the fields the men worked 
mechanically, while perspiration streamed down their faces. Hvery 
few moments their gazes wandered to the shady woods nearby. There 
in the woods it was cooler. The sun only filtered through the leaves of 
the trees, while a little brook ran murmuring between mossy banks. 

In a deeply shaded spot on the edge of the brook a girl lay, half 
asleep. She would hardly be taken for a girl, for she wore faded blue 
overalls, and a torn white blouse revealed a rather dirty brown neck. 
The only thing feminine about her was the thick curly brown hair 
falling to her waist. She yawned contentedly and stretched a slim 
brown arm into the cool water. A moment later she sat up, holding a 
slimy green lizard in the palm of her hand. Placing him on the moss, 
she watched him idly, while he slid down into the water again. The 
eirl resumed her former position and closed her blue eyes once more. 

In the distance a cow-bell rang, not faintly, as if the cows were 
crazing, but persistently and loudly. The girl rolled over and mur- 
mured, ‘‘Darn!’’ Then she stopped up her ears with her fingers and 
reclosed her eyes. Duty evidently did not trouble her conscience. 

Ten minutes later a very hot and disgruntled young man found 
her in the same position. He looked at her disgustedly. ‘‘ Your father 
wants you,’’ he volunteered. ‘‘Didn’t you hear the bell?’’ 

She sat up, alarmed. ‘‘I thought it was Old Libby. What’s Dad 
want, Jim?’’ . 

‘‘T rather think it’s over old Libby. She’s mad about something. 
I’d hustle, young lady, if I were you.’’ 

Her eyes flashed. ‘‘I’m not a young lady, and you can’t tell me 
what to do, Jim Davis. I shan’t move for you!’’ 

He contemplated her a moment. ‘‘If I did have the hard luck 
to be born a girl, I wouldn’t be so selfish about it. If I couldn’t work 
in the fields, I’d do something at home.’’ 

‘Dad always wanted a boy, and I wish I could work with him. 
He won’t let me, but I’m not going to slave away in a hot kitchen with 
fat Old Libby. You don’t know anything about it, Jim Davis!’’ she 
answered petulantly. 
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“Well, you’d better go, now,’’ he warned, as he walked off. 

Finally she did obey the summons and walked the quarter mile 
to the farm-house. She found the kitchen hot and stifling, the lamb 
stew cooking for the noonday meal, but the room deserted. In the 
parlor her father was talking to Old Libby, the housekeeper. 

““We certainly need you here, Libby,’’ Farmer Dixon was saying. 

“‘T can’t help it, Mr. Dixon. I’m not happy here, and I’m going. 
That lazy, good-for-nothing girl of yours can do the work. She’s just 
as able as I am, and she’d better be doin’ that than idlin’ her days 
away. There, maybe I did speak pretty plain, but it riles me to see 
her actin’ the way she does.’’ 


The girl entered the room. Farmer Dixon looked at his daugh- 
ter proudly. “‘June,’’ he said, ‘‘ Libby doesn’t want to stay. Can’t you 
persuade her ?’’ 

June Dixon turned to the old housekeeper. ‘‘I don’t blame you,”’ 
She said softly. ‘‘It’s an awful life for anybody to lead. I’d hate to 
do it.’’ Then, turning to her father, ‘‘Let her go, Dad. We’ll find 
somebody else.’’ 

‘All right, Libby. I’m sorry to lose you, but we’ll hope our new 
little housekeeper here will do as well as you have done. June, how 
do you like the idea of becoming housekeeper?’’ The farmer’s eyes 
twinkled. 

June eried out, ‘‘No, no, Daddy. I can’t do it, and I won’t do 
it!’’ Then followed a storm of tears and angry expostulations. In the 
end, Libby consented to remain the day out, and in the morning June 
would take charge. She said nothing as to that decision. 


That afternoon, as was her custom on hot days, June donned her 
bathing suit and walked to that part of the brook where it widened 
into Biue River. On her way across the fields, Jim Davis hailed her. 
‘Now we're not so high and mighty, are we?’’ he called, even while 
his eyes pitied her. 

‘‘T hate you!’’ she choked out, and was gone. After her swim, 
she lay on. the bank, thinking. Then she began to ery softly. ‘‘I 
don’t want to grow up. I hate being a girl,’’ she sobbed. ‘‘ Just because 
I’m seventeen, they think that I’m an old woman!’’ Finally she grew 
calm, and then defiant. ‘‘I’ll1 show them!”’ she eried. ‘‘I’ll make them 
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admit I can do what.I please, and I’ll make Jim sorry he laughed 
aaa er 

She rose and hurried homeward, her new resolve firm in her 
mind. June owned beautiful clothes, though she never wore them. A 
city aunt donated dresses and silk stockings, and June obediently put 
them in her closet, promptly forgetting them. This afternoon she 
looked at the dresses and selected a white voile. She found silk stock- 
ings, and shoes which she had scorned to wear instead of her customary 
oxfords. | 

She dressed s'owly, thinking. ‘‘I’ll never be a tom-boy again. I 
wonder how I’ll like this new life?’’ Finally, with unaccustomed 
fingers, she twisted the brown cur's into a knot in her neck. Then she 
looked into the mirror. She gasped, ‘‘I didn’t know I’d look so 
different !’’ 

Farmer Dixon always provided dinners and suppers for his hired 
men. They lived at a distance, and he thought it induced co-operation 
to talk over the work at the end of the day. This evening the men 
were all seated at the table when June entered the room. They all 
looked up to see the dirty tom-boy who always came to sit at the farm- 
er’s side, and they saw June Dixon, the girl. She blushed consciously, 
and looking very much like a rose, shyly seated herself beside her 
father. 

‘‘Libby is leaving us in the morning. This is our new house- 
keeper,’’ said the farmer quietly. 

The other men went on eating, but Jim Davis watched June all 
the meal. There was a change in her, besides the c!othes. He thought 
he would prove it, so after supper he said, ‘‘ Let’s swing birches, June.”’ 

She looked at him scornfully. Then, ha f-smiling, she suggested, 
‘*Let’s walk down there,:and I’ll watch you.’’ 

The sun was just sinking, and as they stro'led toward the woods 
the shadows grew longer. Robins chirped in an app'e tree, and a 
cool breeze blew the curls on June’s forehead. | 

Jim asked rather hesitatingly, ‘‘Eow do you Jike being a real girl 
after all these years:?”’ 

She looked up and, reading his glance of admiration, she laugh- 
ingly .contradicted -him. “‘I’m-not a gir!, Jim Davis! I’m a young 
lady!’ . 

: Geraldine Stafford, 739 
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THE FRESHMAN SOCIAL 

The Freshman social was held on May 10. It was a huge success 
financially. The auditorium was very well decorated, due to the 
efforts of Miss Comley, Miss Field, and Mrs. Culhane whose work in 
planning the program is appreciated. The evening started off with 
the Kitchenette Orchestra. The players, dressed in cooks’ clothing, 
were directed by Andrew Pasztor. Their selection was followed by 
a reading by Sarah Bearce, a solo by Marjorie Harrington, accom- 
panied by Elizabeth Eayrs, and a dialogue between Frances Crossley 
and Mary Joy Crosier. The Orchestra finished the program. Refresh- 
ments in the form of cup-cakes, candy, and ice cream were sold later 
in the evening, and dancing was enjoyed until ten-thirty. 

—A. W., 732 
SUB-FRESHMAN DAY 

On Thursday, May 23, 1929, Sub-Freshman Day was observed at 
M. H. S. The idea of Sub-Freshman Day is to give the eighth grade 
students an introduction to the high school. Nearly two hundred from 
the eighth grade of the Bates, Assawompsett, Pratt Free, North Lake- 
ville, Plympton, and Carver schools came to our school. They were 
divided into groups of tens, which were conducted through the vari- 
ous class rooms by members of the Pro Merito Society. At 11 o’clock 
the Sub-Freshmen entered the Walter Sampson Auditorium, where 
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they listened to the following program: Introductory Remarks, Prin- 
cipal Alfred R. Mack; the Student Body, Meredith Eller; Class Ac- 
tivities, Raymond Gerrior; Music, Viola Caswell; and the Sachem, 
Evelyn Sylvia. After this, our visitors returned to their respective 
schools. —EH. 8., ’29 


LECTURE ON CHINA 

Mr. Melvin Southwick, an alumnus of Middleboro High School, 
addressed the assembly under the auspices of the Cosmos Club. For 
the last ten years Mr. Southwick has worked in China for the Stand- 
ard Oil Company. He spoke of the main routes to China from North 
America, and of the type of passenger ships traveling these routes. He 
gave examples of the inflections in the Chinese language, and of the 
differences in the language in certain localities of China. He brought 
to us a different side of China of which we had not known before. Mr. 
Southwick was a very interesting speaker. —J. H., 8 


MEMORIAL DAY PROGRAM 
The High School celebrated Memorial Day with a short program 
given on Wednesday, May 29th. Meredith Eller conducted the exercises, 
introducing the pupils who took part. Selections were read by Elinor 
Kinsman, Dorothy Maranville, Barbara Vinal, and Robert Long. The 
school sang patriotic songs, and the program was concluded by the 
salute to the flag. 


OUR FINAL CONCERTS 

Our memories are queer things, and many occurrences, seemingly 
important at the time, will be blotted out by the years. However, it 
is a safe assertion that our recollections of the much-welecomed Final 
Concerts, which have been regularly presented near the end of the 
school year, will not soon be forgotten. 

For who minds the planning and effort and patience put into their 
presentation? If any should be allowed that privilege, it ought cer- 
tain'y to be either our very patient instructor, Mr. Phillips, or that 
careful supervisor of the minor (?) things, (the person whose name 
and cranium are so lustily mentioned in that delicate little song about 
a certain ‘‘shine tonight, down the line’’). Do I need to mention his 
name? 

The majority of pupils look forward to the concerts, especially 11 
they have any pride, and are musically inclined, because then comes 
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the opportunity to show parents and friends just what M. H. 8. can 
really do. 

And lastly, who would want to miss the fun at the finish of the 
authorized program? And what would the school year be without the 
reappearance of our much-called-for favorite, Mr. Sampson, (affee- 
tionately called Sampy), and his pathetic tale of his poor, lost bow- 
wow? 

Impressions such as these happy concerts give are not to be for- 
gotten, and who knows but you may be some day gladly discussing 
them with a former schoolmate of M. H. S., in far-away India or 
China. —Arthur Whitten, ’29 


THE SACHEM SOCIAL 

The Sachem social was held Wednesday evening, May 29th. The 
first feature on the program was the presentation of a play, ‘‘School 
Days,’’ written by Madeline Caswell. A piano selection was rendered 
by Viola Caswell, and then a play, ‘‘A Night at an Inn’”’ was given 
by eight Junior boys. To conclude the program, Polly Drevinsky sang 
two solos, accompanied by Viola Caswell. Dancing was enjoyed until 
eleven o’clock. Refreshments of cake, tonic, and ice cream were sold, 
and in spite of the hot weather, the evening was a success, both finan- 
cially and socially. 

CLASS ODE 

From the class songs passed in by the Seniors, that written by 

Cheridah Paquin has been chosen as the best. 


MEETING IN ROCKLAND 

On Friday, May 24th, the Southeastern Massachusetts League of 
School Publications held its fourth meeting of the year in the Rock- 
land High School. Delegates from the Sachem staff and faculty ad- 
visors who attended were: Mr. Mack, Mr. Tillson, Miss Chrystal Chase, 
Mr. Thomas, Raymond Gerrior, Gwendolyn Hill, Lemira Smith and 
Geraldine Stafford. Departmental meetings were held in different 
rooms of the school. Supper was served in the school cafeteria. In the 
evening an address was given by Mr. Joseph Murphy of the Columbia 
Scholastic Press Association. The program was concluded by several 
acts of vaudeville. Middleboro High School contributed the soloist, 
Miss Polly Dreyinsky, who was accompanied by Miss Viola Caswell. 

‘We note/aa honor for M. H. S.: Mr. Mack has been elected Presi- 
dent of the Advisory Board of the League. Geraldine Stafford, ’30 
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CXLAANGE 


Dear Exchange Friends: 

As the school year is coming to a close, we must say ‘‘ Au revoir’’ 
but not “‘Adieu.’’ We have enjoyed exchanging with other school 
papers and magazines and feel that we have profited by the helpful 
comments that have been given. Your magazines and papers have 
been distributed in different rooms of our school, and a large number 
of the pupils have enjoyed reading them. By meeting some of your 
representatives at League meetings we feel that we know you other 
editors better. We wish you all a pleasant summer and hope to hear 
from you again next year. 

Sincerely yours, 
Gwendolyn Hill, ’30; Helen Hoard, ’29 
Exchange Editors of the Sachem. 


This year we have received periodicals from four colleges, thirty- 
nine high schools, and three junior high schools. It is with the greatest 
pleasure that we have welcomed magazines from states other than our 
own, Arizona, California, Illinois, Maine; New Hampshire, and Texas. 

The spring issue of the ‘‘ Bates School Echo,’’ Middleboro Junior 
High, showed very good work on the part of every member of the 
staff. We are sure that the pupils derive great pleasure from their 
many clubs, and we were much interested in reading about them. 
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1922 
Having completed a course at Framingham Normal School this 
year, Sarah Boucher has been appointed Home Demonstration Agent 
in Coos County, New Hampshire. Miss Boucher assumed her duties 
June Ist. 


1924 

Robert Roht graduates this year from Tufts College where he has 
taken a course in engineering. Mr. Roht has been an active member 
in the school band. 

The works of John M. Callan, local artist, are on display at the 
Middleboro Public Library. All Middleboro should come to see Mr. 
Callan’s exhibit and to recognize his great abilities. 

Francis Sylvia graduates from the University of New Hamp- 
shire this June. In college Frankie played football for three years. 

Roger Hawthorne is among those who graduate from Bowdoin 
College this June. At Bowdoin he has specialized in English. 


1935 
Lawrence McClusky graduates from Rhode Island State in June. 
Mr. McClusky has excelled in his studies at State for four years. 


1926 
Elizabeth Drew and Eleanor Fessenden are graduating from 
Gridgewater Normal School this year, having completed a two year 
course. 
1927 
Helen Manwaring, who has recently been elected president of her 
class at Bridgewater Normal School, graduates this June. 
Jarlton Holloway, a student at Annapolis, is going abroad this 
summer with a group of classmates. 
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Three members of the class of 1927 are now employed by the W. 
T. Grant Co., in capacity of manager. The three are Thomas Mad- 
digan, George Keyes and William Ware. 

Ralph Stevens and George Kennedy graduate from Dartmouth in 
June. Mr. Kennedy went to Northwestern University with the Dart- 
mouth band this year. 

The Bates School has engaged Frieda Hartman, who graduates 
from Bridgewater Normal School this year, as an assistant teacher. 

John Garfield has been elected a member of the Wig and Buskin 
which is the honorary dramatic society of the University of Vermont. 
Mr. Garfield played the title role in Bernard Shaw’s ‘‘ Devil Disciple’”’ 
presented this year at the school. 

—Dorothy Childs and George Harlow, ’29 


AUSSI BIEN QUE VOUS 
O belle reine des fleurs, 
Aussi bien que vous 
La pluie de Dieu 
Arrose les fleurs partout. 


De votre bien adorateurs, 
Aussi blen que vous 
La bonte de Dieu 
Arrose les hommes partout. 
—Frances Warren, ’29 


RAIN 
From out the clouds so gray and drear 
The armies of the rain appear, 
Each drop a silver-armored knight. 
Before their onslaught day takes flight. 


Though prisoners to all that host, 
And not a vict’ry we can boast, 
Within our hearts’ encircling glow 
We laugh and mock the outside foe. 
—Kvelyn Sylvia, 729 
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MIDDLEBORO DROPS INITIAL ENCOUNTER 

On April 19, the Middleboro nine opened the season with the flashy 
Rando!ph club at the latter’s diamond. The first pastime proved to be 
a wild scramble from start to finish. Four costly errors in the opening 
frames gave the hostiles a big advantage and the Kelly-coached slab 
artist was smart enough to coast along on his lead. The boys of the 
local high had chances each inning to even up the battle but the willow 
wielders couldn’t seem to connect in the pinches. Although ‘‘Speed”’ 
Washburn hurled in big league fashion, the boys of the Orange and 
Black came out on the short end of a 7-1 score. 

TOO MUCH WASHBURN 

On April 24, the M. H. 8S. ball club pounded out a 11-2 victory 
over the aggressive Rockland crew. ‘‘Speed’’ Washburn, mound artist 
of the local high, was the big noise of the triumph. Washburn’s slants 
and deliberate pitching tactics proved to be too much for the aliens, 
the boys from the shoe town gathering only six scattered safeties. 
Early in the contest the local batsmen came to life, making the hostile 
hurler think he was parked in front of a machine gun. Six solid and 
uproarious clouts chased the first invading pitcher from the slab and 
sent half a dozen runs scurrying over the platter, sufficient indeed to 
sew up any ball game. The final score stood Middleboro 11, Rockland 2. 

A PITCHING DUEL, HINCKLEY VS. JALBERT 

After a long vacation the MeGown-coached nine journeyed to 
Mansfield on May 18 and waged a bitter struggle at the Mansfield Sta- 
dium. ‘‘Specs’’ Hinckley was on the mound for the local high and 
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although being credited with a loss for this encounter, pitched one of 
the most brilliant and effective games of his high school career. It was 
a pitcher’s battle all the way, Jalbert of the opposing nine hurling 
oreat ball. Five hundred fans who became glum when Eayrs’ timely 
single broke the 1-1 deadlock in the ninth, went wild and thronged the 
field when the home club pushed two counters across in the last half of 
the ninth winning the close struggle by a 3-2 score. 
“SPECS’” HINCKLEY PITCHING DAZZLING BALL DROPS 
THRILLER 

On May 25, the Middleboro club travelled to Kingston, meeting the 
undefeated McPhee charges. Officials report that this battle was the 
best ever staged at the Kingston Park. Spees Hinckley, turning in his 
usual effective pitching, showed the country boys something new in the 
line of hooks and slants. In the second frame the local high started 
to smack Gardiner’s offerings and sent one run across the platter 
before the third out ended the powerful threat. In the following 
inning, Kingston came right back and chalked up three counters, all 
being unearned. From that point on until the eighth both teams 
played air-tight baseball. In this inning the country lads pushed 
across a lone counter, making the score 4-1. With the bases loaded 
and two dead, pitcher Hinckley helped McManus, Kingston’s left 
fielder, make the best play of the game when the country fly hawk 
executed a sparkling one hand shoe-string catch of Hinckley’s pro- 
digious smash into left-center. It was a great play, but a tough break 
for pitcher Hinckley, who was trying to prove that pitchers cannot 
only win ball games via the hook and slant route, but also by timely 
stick wielding. 

ORANGE AND BLACK DROPS TORRID BATTLE 

On May 31, the local nine invaded Bridgewater, taking on the 
snappy High School nine at the Legion Stadium. This hectic inter- 
school clash proved to be a thriller. Washburn and Gammons were 
on the mound for the McGown-coached charges while Carol twirled 
for the hostiles. The final score stood Bridgewater 11, Middleboro 8. 

A BATTING FEST 

June 4 found the boys of the M. H. 8S. nine invading Abington 
at the latter’s stadium. The bats of the local nine spoke with a mighty 
voice from the third stanza on. ‘‘Spees’’ Hinckley with his usual 
effective pitching tactics proved to be the master on all occasions. The 
final score was Middleboro 9, Abington 6. Stanley Ware, 73 
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Hd Had 


JUST IMAGINE 


Ted Churchill without a toy, 

And Jones without his Buddie; 

Leslie Hinckley courting a girl, 

Or Colburn keeping quiet ; 

Roger Leonard saying, ‘‘I don’t know,’’ 
And Lois Thomas using a ‘‘trot’’; 


Cheridah 


Paquin making a noise, 


Or Pop Whitten riding a horse. 


HEARD IN ANCIENT HISTORY 


Miss Cross: ‘‘Compare Babylonian architecture with that of the 


Greeks. ’’ 


EK. Cobb: 


statue ?’’ 


‘“What chance had a Babylonian column with a Greek 


Miss Cross: ‘‘That’s just the point, Cobb.”’ 


HEARD IN SENIOR FRENCH 


Miss Allen: ‘‘Translate, class, ‘I] doit souvenir.’ ’’ 
R. Gerrior: ‘‘I ought to remember.’’ 


HEARD IN SENIOR ENGLISH 


Miss Chase: ‘‘And in what way were Johnson’s finances im- 


proved ?’’ 


J. Sullivan: ““His*witerdied.. 


Ist year: 
2nd year: 
ord year: 
4th year: 


HIGH SCHOOL A LA SHAKESPEARE 
A Comedy of Errors. 

Much Ado About Nothing. 

As You Like It. 

All’s Well That Ends Well. 
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A NEW ONE FOR MR. MACK 
Nurse: ‘‘On whom are you operating today ?’’ 
Orderly: ‘‘ A fellow that had a golf ball knocked down his throat 
at the links.’’ | 
Nurse: ‘‘And who is the man waiting so nervously in the hall? 
A relative?’’ 
Orderly: ‘‘No, that’s the golfer, a Scotch gentleman. He’s wait- 


ing for his ball.’’ -—Haxchange. 
FOR SALE 

Nice hardworking pony. Apply to Pandora (A.S.) 

Lots and lots of trotless wisdom. Apply to Minerva (L.T.) 

A good view of Hades. Apply to Queen Proserpina (E. IK.) 

A good babbling spring. Apply to Arethusa (H.H.) 

A chattering monkey. Apply to Felicia (A.F.) 


Ten lunaties of Latin IV. Owner will cheerfully sell. 
Apply to Planecus (Mr. W.) 
Don’t worry if your job is small 
And your rewards are few. 
Remember that the mighty oak 
Was once a nut like you. 


Miss Cross: ‘‘Gammons! Where did you get that gum? You told 
me you didn’t have any more.’’ 

Gammons: ‘‘Oh, I just got it off the bottom of this seat. There’s 
more here if you want some.’’ 


Weeman: ‘‘When I graduate, I’ll step into a position at $50 
per—’’ 

Merrihew: ‘‘Per what?’’ 

Weeman: ‘‘Perhaps.’’ 


Have you noticed that the Heaths usually carry silk handkerchiefs 
with them? Doubtless they use these to wipe the dust off that new 
Ford of theirs. 


Miss Field: ‘‘Now, Sinoski, can you tell me what became of Noah 
and the Ark?’’ 

Sinoski: ‘‘The baby sucked all the paint off Noah, and Dad stepped 
on the Ark and broke it.’’ 

For Sale—-1927 Overland in very good condition. G. Borsari. 
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T. F. BOUHCER 


Paints, Varnishes 


and 


Wall Paper 


370 Centre St. Tel. 333-M 


Compliments of 
WILLIAM EGGER 


We fit ycur home in a satis- 
factory manner. 


The Trademark Stores 


Agents for 
DYEING and CLEANING 
ALLEN A HOSIERY 
CARTER’S UNDERWEAR 
Store opens 8.30. 
Lady clerks arrive at 9 o’clock. 


FLOWERS and 
GREETING CARDS 


for all occasions 


The Leland Carnation Co. 
Tel. 786 15 N. Main St. 


Employer: ‘‘Surely, Miss Jenks, you know the King’s English?”’ 


Surprised Typist: ‘Of eourse he is—isn’t he, sir?”’ 


JOSEPH WRIGHT 
Barber 
Ladies’ Work a Specialty 


Toilet Articles and Barber Supplies 
School Street 


INSURE AND BE SURE 


H. S. WOOD 


BE SURE AND INSURE 
All Lines 


Compliments of 
E. M. JOHNSON 
PHARMACIST 


Everett Square 


WALK-OVER SHOES 
DAN BESSE 


Men and Women 
Sneakers for Basketball 
Children’s Shoes 
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INSURANCE? The Store of Good Things to Eat 


Then Consult Better Foods 


BE Me P oe oI 
THOMAS & WESTON Aaa wee 
Tel. 412 
as you would your doctor or lawyer. 
Our Insurance Service Means The Homestead Grocery 
SECURITY and SAVINGS for YOU For Service For Quality 


Compliments of 


B. A. KINSMAN 


Quality Dairy Y. M. C. A. 


MIDDLEBORO 


Compliments of 


3 North St. Tel. 636-W 


BENEATH HER DIGNITY 
Mr. Wilbur: *‘No more whispering, Miss Gilligan.”’ 
Peeaeeinenurt tone): “I’m not whispering. I’m talking.’’ 


Compliments of 


Automobile Insurance SCUDDER 


Property damage Liability Fuel and Equipment Co. 
Fire and Theft 


Forest E. Thomas 


Insurance of all kinds Dorr’s Print Shop 


Makers o eae 
59 Everett St. Tel. 351-M eae Good P rinting 


Bridgewater, Mass. 
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Candy The Ideal Gift 


TRIPP’S FOR QUALITY 


Girls of the Class of ’29 
Memorial High School 


Regardless of the course you are just completing, and before 
you make final plans for the future, you should inform yourself and 
parents fully concerning the remarkable opportunities and advan- 
tages now available to a limited number of girls at the Chandler 
School in Boston. 

The Chandler School specializes exclusively in Secretarial, 
Cultural and Normal training and its graduates are in constant 
demand. 

Our One, Two and Three year courses lead to a diploma. A 
Fourth post-graduate year includes supervised employment with 
salary, and attendance at Northeastern University, Evening Divi- 
sion, as a candidate for the degree of Bachelor of Secretarial 
Science. 

For catalog giving complete information, address 


ALAN W. FURBER, Director 
CHANDLER SCHOOL 


161 MASSACHUSETTS AVE., Boston, MASs. 
Telephone, KE Nmore 2570 or 6774 
Forty-sixth year starts September 4, 1929. 


There’s a Photographer in Your Town 


THIBAULT STUDIO 


Photographs Live Forever 
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J. E. ROBINSON 


OPTOMETRIST Ai O RS M A N 
We Bly Geren Lenses The Tai lor 
E. F. TINKHAM, Jeweler . 
(J. E. Robinson, Bropnctan) 18 South Main Street 
Expert Watch Repairing CLEANSING and PRESSING 


118 CENTRE ST., MIDDLEBORO 


Established 1849 Tel. 652-R 


Compliments of Compliments of 


C. L. HATHAWAY & CO. | DR. A. W. CUNNINGHAM 
Pharmacists and Stationers DENTIST 


OPENING SENTENCE FROM AN ENGLISH I E THEME 
‘Up in the country in North Middleboro where I live there are 
« lot more wild animals than there are in High School.’’ 


A. R. GLIDDEN & SON 


MIDDLEBORO AND CHATHAM 


“GIFTS THAT LAST” 


It is not too early to be thinking of that Graduation Gift. 
A Gift of Jewelry is the Gift Supreme. We carry the best 
in WATCHES — GRUEN — WALTHAM — HAMILTON. 

Buy where you have service, when it becomes necessary. 


Wh Tee TOIN(CL IE ENY, 


JEWELER 51 CENTER STREET OPTOMETRIST 
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We shall be pleased 
to meet YOU at our 
New Home 


(formerly Sparrow Bros.) 


A SPECIAL BLUE SERGE SUIT 


Single or Double Breasted for 
you who graduate this year 


$20.00 


Talbot-Seeley Co. 


43 Centre St. Tel. 102 
Middleboro 


HUDSON ESSEX 
Super=Six 


Automobiles 


Nemasket Auto 
Company 
John G. Howes, Mer. 


Stranger: ‘‘Can I get a room for three?’’ 


Clerk: ‘‘Have you a reservation ?’’ 
Stranger (indignantly): “‘Do I look like an Indian?”’ 


Compliments of 


Central Cafe 
and 
Ice Cream Parlor 
Centre St. Tel. 227-M 


Gold Fish and Globes 
Wanted—Antiques of all kinds 


L. S. & D. Shoes 


Studley & Drew 
ZtNoe Main ot: Tel. 825-M 


George Lang & Co. 


Groceries, Meats, 


and Vegetables 


Established 1852 


| The 
Middleboro Gazette 


Your Local Paper 


Subscription $2.50 per year. 
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NORTHEASTERN 


_ UNIVERSITY 
, EFERENCE ONLY 


NOT TO BE TAKEN 


i 
FROM THE LIBRARY 


DAY DIVISION 
THE SCHOOL OF THE SCHOOL OF BUSINESS 
ENGINEERING ADMINISTRATION 


In co-operation with engineering firms, C : sa Tae 6 

offers five year curriculums bate Sei Seigiolat tet Riel beignets 

to the Bachelor’s degree in the fol- offers five year collegiate courses 
leading to the Bachelor’s degree of 


lowing branches of engineering: 
Civil Engineering Business Administration 


Electrical Engineering _ in 
Chemical Engineering Accounting or in 
Industrial Engineering Finance or in 
Mechanical Engineering Merchandising : 
The Co-operative Plan of training enables the student to combine theory z 
with practice and makes it possible for him to earn his tuition and part of ¢ 
his other school expenses. we: 
For catalog or any further information write to: “a 
aor 
NORTHEASTERN UNIVERSITY is 


i 
7 Bann 


MILTON J. SCHLAGENHAUF, Director of Admissions 
Boston, Massachusetts 
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BUICK MOTOR CARS 
and 


G. M. C. TRUCKS 


BAILEY MOTOR SALES, Inc. _ 
MIDDLEBORO ee 


Branches at | 
| PLYMOUTH | 


; 


BROCKTON 
| ; 3 A =3 
| | am 
| oS 
_ Ratmor 2 os 
OVERLAND — Cranberries WW S 
Z | pe 
and >s 
é This trademark is upon be = 
 WILLYS-KNIGHT every box of selected fruit f= ~ 

packed by the members of 

the 
New England 


MAXIM MOTOR CO. Cranberry Sales Co. 


9 STATION. STREET | 


MIDDLEBORO, MASS. 


Lie 


